Wheels and Butterflies

* Everything great in Ireland and in our character,
in what remains of our architecture, comes from
that day . . . we have kept its seal longer than
England/ The overstatement of an enthusiastic
Cambridge student, and yet with its measure of
truth. The battle of the Boyne overwhelmed a
civilisation full of religion and myth, and brought
in its place intelligible laws planned out upon a
great blackboard, a capacity for horizontal lines,
for rigid shapes, for buildings, for attitudes of mind
that could be multiplied like an expanding bookcase:
the modern world, and something that appeared
and perished in its dawn, an instinct for Roman
rhetoric, Roman elegance* It established a Pro-
testant aristocracy, some of whom neither called
themselves English x nor looked with contempt or

1 Nor were they English : the newest arrivals soon inter-
married with an older stock, and that older stock had inter-
married again and again with Gaelic Ireland. All my childhood
the Coopers of Markree, County Siigo, represented such rank
and fashion as the County knew, and I had it from my friend
the late Bryan Cooper that his supposed Cromwellian ancestor
being childless adopted an O'Brien; while local tradition
thinks that an O'Brien, promised the return of her confiscated
estate if she married a Cromwellian soldier, married a Cooper
and murdered him three days after. Not, however, before
he had founded a family. The family of Yeats, never more
than small gentry, arrived, if I can trust the only man among
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